-                    *         THE    CHILDREN   S    OMNIBUS

happiness with his own hands, without resorting to
the sexton's spade that buried Jacob Marley.

But they didn't devote the whole evening to music.
After a while they played at forfeits; for it is good to be
children sometimes, and never better than at Christ-
mas, when its" mighty Founder was a child himself.
Stop! There was first a game at blind-man's buff. Of
course there was. And I no more believe Topper was
really blind' than' I believe he had eyes in his boots.
My opinion is, that it was a done thing between
him and Scrooge's nephew; and that the Ghost of
Christmas Present knew it. The way he went after
that plump sister in the lace tucker, was an putrage on

, the credulity of human nature. Knocking down the
fire-irons, tumbling over the chairs, bumping against
the piano, smothering himself among the curtains,
wherever she went, there went he! He always knew
where the plump sister was. He wouldn't catch
anybody else. If you had fallen up against him (as some
of them did), on purpose, he would have made a
feint of endeavouring to seize you, which would have
Been an affront to your understanding, and would
instantly have sidled off in the direction of tlie plump
sister. She often cried out that it wasn't fair; and it

"really was not.   But when, at last, he caught her;
when,, in spite of all her silken rustlings, and her.
rapid flutterings past him, he got her into a corner,
whence there wasrno escape; then his conduct was tfte

v most execrable.  For his pretending not to know her,;:i;-
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